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This is the end of the book; and with it there comes
into the world of letters the beginning of MX. Gals-
worthy as a novelist. For, paradoxically, a society
that could not stand a Hamlet in the flesh at any price
will read about him and welcome him on the stage to
the end of its own incorrigible existence. This book,
where each page lives with an interest of its own, has
for its only serious artistic defect that of not being
long enough, and for its greatest quality that of a sincere
feeling of compassionate regard for mankind expressed
nationally through a fine indignation. Of the promise
of its method, of the accomplished felicity of its phras-
ing, I have left myself no room to speak,

The innermost heart of " Green Mansions," which are
the forests of Mr. Hudson's book, is tender, is tranquil,
is steeped in that pure love of the external beauty of
things that seems to breathe upon us from the pages
of Turgeniev's work. The charming quietness of the
style soothes the hard irritation of our daily life in the
presence of a fine and sincere, of a deep and pellucid
personality. If the other book's gift is lyric, "Green
Mansions" comes to us with the tone of the elegy.
There are the voices of the birds, the shadows of the
forest leaves, the Indians gliding through them armed
with their blowpipes, the monkeys peering sadly from
above, the very spiders! The birds search for insects;
spiders hunt their prey.

4CNow as I sat looking down on the leaves and the
small dancing shadow, scarcely thinking of what I was
looking at, I noticed a small spider with a flat body and
short legs creep cautiously out on to the upper surface
of a small leaf. Its pale red colour, barred with velvet
black, first drew my attention to it; for it was beautiful
to the eye. . . J*

"It was beautiful to the eye/* so it drew the atten-